THE   KAlSEk   AND   ENGLISH   RELATIONS

' Ha ha ! The mailed fist! What ? ' J Or at a shooting
party he rolled a colonel in the snow to remind himself
that he was War Lord. Or when he came back from a
pleasure trip to Palestine he ordered that Berlin should
be hung with flags, as when his grandfather returned from
the Franco-German War. Anything for the psychical
reassurance of those quakings.

Buttressing his convictions concerning his Divine
mission, firm stood his belief in his own all-round genius.
Ludicrous as this was, there was something disarmingly
attractive about it, for, even in middle age, incessant
failures brought him no disillusionment, and he retained
all the eager self-confidence of a very clever boy, who,
dreaming the bright dreams of youth, sees glorious
achievement within his reach in any branch of art or
science to which he may turn his swift mind. It mattered
not that a naval architect told him that his super-
Lreadnought would, when launched, sink like a stone to
the bottom of the sea; undeterred he designed allegorical
cartoons which must surely bring home to European
countries the deadly imminence of the Yellow Peril. He
discussed counterpoint with Frau Cosima Wagner, and
her considered verdict that she could not teach him the
elements of music, even if she spent three years with
him on a desert island, would not have damped the
composer of the Hymn to Aegir. This sense of being
able brilliantly to turn his hand to anything was no
doubt an inherited trait from his Coburg ancestry. His
mother had something of it; so, too, had his grandfather
the Prince Consort, who instructed trained artists on
the technique of painting in fresco, and when fresco,
executed on these principles, unaccountably faded from

1 Topham, Chronicles of the Prussian Court, p. 15.